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POEMS. 


TO    MY    MOTHER. 

Mother,  thou  hast  brought  before  me, 

From  the  near  yet  far-off  home, 
Mysteries,  heart  sought-out  knowledge, 

Fruits  for  which  I  yearning  roam 
In  new  life  awakened   wonders, 

Whisperings  floating,  as  from  thee, 
Through  those  mystic  arch-held  chambers, 

Love-keyed  immortality. 

Seeking  till  thine  hand  is  given  me 

As  in  well-remembered  days ; 
Till  again  thy  words  impress  me, 

And  my  heart  rests  'neath  thy  gaze 
Cast  upon  me,  deep  and  tender, 

Bringing  back  the  trust  of  yore 
From  the  guardian  life  around  me, 

That  thy  presence  ever  bore. 

Mother,  and  at  length  I  find  thee : 

I  who  mourned  thee — the  Dead, 
Wept  those  parted  links  of  knowledge 

Into  which  thy  dear  life  fled. 
I  so  cared  for — Thou  wilt  meet  me 

At  the  threshold  of  that  door, 
Where  weak  flesh  and  blood  stands  wailing, 

Bidding  farewells  evermore. 

God  permitted — Blest  assurance  ! 

Yes,  each  weaned  child  of  earth 
Finds  a  ministry  of  angels 

Waiting  on  its  second  birth. 
He  gives  back  our  best  loved  kindred, 

In  a  bright  and  holy  band, 
Separate  from  sin  and  sorrow, 

Heralds  of  that  better  land. 
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THE   WORDS   OF   THE   ANGELS. 
Remember  how  He  spake  unto  you  when  He  was  yet  in  Galilee." 

While  watching  by  the  firelight, 

And  brooding  on  low  cares, 
Softly  toward  life's  issues 

That  still  communing  bears. 

And  the  words  of  the  angels, 

The  beautiful  and  bright, 
Beam  as  of  old  the  wise  men's  star 

Gave  for  our  Lord  its  light. 

Thoughts  that  did  move  His  people 

In  the  far  silent  past, 
And  to  the  heart  most  precious 

Tokens  of  home  at  last. 

Pale  out  the  poor  dim  firelight, 

And  its  low  lined  cares ; 
The  bowed  head  turning  to  the  land 

Of  angels  unawares. 

True  to  some  latent  instinct 

Of  ripening,  that  shall  be 
Cleared  up,  outside  this  gathering  world, 

In  God's  eternity. 

Strangely  clear  seems  that  bright-rayed  land, 

In  such  still  evening  hours ; 
The  foregleam  of  its  morning  creeps 

Into  these  hearts  of  ours. 

Yea,  our  own  who  have  thither  gone, 

A  bright  advance  guard  rise; 
Leal  and  proven,  they  beckon  on 

Toward  selfhood's  sacrifice. 

Till  in  a  risen  Saviour 

Triumphant  love  we  see, 
The  summit  of  life's  purposes 

In  immortality. 

So  come  the  words  of  angels, 

So  come  they  on  we  pray  ; 
Blest  harbingers  of  light  and  life 

That  still  to  Christ  make  way. 
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JERUSALEM. 

I  dream  of  thee,  Jerusalem, 

The  City  of  the  King, 
Before  me  are  the  pearl-bright  gates, 

And  unto  them  I  bring 
My  wandering  heart,  most  blest  to  rise 

Up  to  this  holy  place; 
To  stand  without  the  portal, 

And  think  of  heavenly  grace, 
That  angels'  white-winged  thoughts  of  love 

Have  found  has  depths  unseen, 
And  heights  of  tried  unbroken  truth 

Beyond  their  loftiest  theme. 
I  hush  me— Father,  Thou  art  great, 

Jerusalem  is  Thine  home, 
And  I,  a  fitful  mortal,  stand 

To  plead  far  from  Thy  throne 
Christ's  love — He  died  for  me  and  mine, 

So  I  would  be  forgiven. 
Then,  Father,  give  me  light  to  know 

And  dream  of  Thee  in  heaven  : 
Aye,  more  than  dream,  to  bear  me  out 

Through  cross  and  on  to  crown 
To  this  ideal — Holiness — 

Each  selfhood  to  disown, 
In  Thy  consecrated  temple, 

This  flickering  human  heart. 
Oh,  by  His  cross  and  passion, 

I  pray  Thee  to  impart 
Unto  me  minaret  likeness 

Unto  Thy  place  above, 
As  tiniest  spire  in  all  that   line 

On  which  Thine  Holy  Dove 
Hath  rested — Bearing  on  and  on, 

The  chalice  fire  of  heaven, 
For  the  thousand  times  ten  thousand 

That  Thou  to  Christ  hast  given. 
And  who,  as  time  steals  over, 

Shall  'neath  Thy  wave  life  fall 
Into  unbroken  oneness 
On  Christ's  eternal  wall. 
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PRAISE. 

"  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee — " 

Yea,  the  imagery  of  earth, 
Lending  shadows  of  His  glories, 

"  In  Memoriam  "  of  birth, 
Gives  the  soul  a  dream-like  blending 

Of  creation  and  the  Lord, 
Instincts  of  its  own  descending 

From  His  great  commanding  word. 

'Tis  the  golden  link  that  joins  us 

To  the  life  of  Heaven  still, 
Recognition  of  our  Father, 

Though  yet  faint  to  do  His  will : 
Praise  that  rises  up  triumphant 

Herald-like  of  victory  won, 
The  arch  of  light  o'er  life's  mysteries, 

Columned  where  this  will  is  done. 

And,  in  prayer  time's  high  essaying, 

'Neath  its  glorious  circle  lies 
Chancel,  quire,  and  nave  resplendent 

In  each  heart  turned  heaven-wise ; 
Faintly  echoing  the  "  Holy," 

"  Holy,"  of  the  angel  band, 
Quivering  heart  strings,  the  outpouring 

Inbreathe  from  the  Fatherland. 


TE   DEUM    LAUDAMUS. 

Hymn  of  the  saints  of  every  age, 

What  holy  thoughts  have  sprung 
Into  wrapt  being  whilst  Thy  words 

Of  wondrous  praise  were  sung. 
How  the  full  tide  of  thousand  hearts, 

Pressing  thine  heavenward  shore, 
J  J  as  seemed  to  rise  with  saint  and  sage, 

Of  dreamt  millennium  lore. 
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Cherubim  and  Seraphim  ! 

What  visions  float  around, 
God's  priesthood  veils  the  time-crost  earth, 

Nun — bride  for  heavenly  ground. 
Triumphant  church  and  militant, 

One  in  this  jubilee, 
Holy  and  reverent  are  the  thoughts 

Arising  up  to  Thee. 

The  everlasting  Father 

(O  name  of  peace  and  rest, 
Blest  revelation  of  the  Lord 

Held  first  in  every  breast !) 
Our  God,  the  veiled  Trinity, 

Of  sacrifice  sublime ; 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Comforter 

That  shall  be  through  all  time. 

We  feel  the  very  presence  of 

The  noble  martyr  throng ; 
Renew  in  them  the  prayer  for  grace, 

The  heart  to  suffer  long. 
While,  star-like,  from  their  company 

Apostles  of  our  Lord, 
And   Prophets  rise  in  words  of  fire 

To  witness  their  record. 

Touching  with  solemn  prescience, 

Till  all   His  coming  gave, 
Pours  us  the  white  robed  at  His  feet 

Living  beyond  the  grave. 
So  on,  on,  through  futurity 

In  tides  of  joy  to  fall, 
Until  the  finished  work  of  Christ 

When  God  is  all  in  all. 

Te  Deum  of  Augustine  ! 

God  rest  his  soul  that  gave 
The  glorious  Rock  of  Ages, 

Such  landmark  o'er  a  grave. 
In  Christ,  keep,  great  Augustine, 

Light  to  a  world  on  high, 
Our  God,  in  Christ,  absolve  us : 

To  live  is  still  to  die. 
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"How  can  we  sing  the  Lord's  Song?" 

We  shall  sing  the  songs  of  Sion, 

Mystic  type  of  things  above, 
That  the  children  of  the  Saviour 

Dream  less  of  in  light  than  love. 
Dimmed  and  broken  comprehendings 

Reach  us  in  that  glorious  song, 
Sinless  thoughts,  renewed  heart  histories 

Here  unknown — to  image  long. 
But  caught  best,  and  oh,  most  sweetly, 

In  His  wondrous  dying  love, 
Borne  up  over  human  weakness, 

Placed  at  length  in  heaven  above 
At  the  right  hand  of  the  Father, 

Strength  of  His  Almighty  Arm, 
Still  stretched  out  in  human  succour, 

Sin's  fell  promptings  to  disarm. 
He,  the  only  sinless  pilgrim, 

Who  ere  walked  like  us  below, 
Was  the  only  one  who  ever 

Could  the  songs  of  Sion  know. 
And  He  taught  us  them  in  symbols, 

Not  for  us  to  learn  while  here, 
Fighting  with  the  hearts  within  us, 

His  unshackled  holy  fear. 
We  shall  sing  the  songs  of  Sion, 

Freely  live  to  Christ  above, 
In  our  Father's  many  mansions, 

Somewhere  do  the  work  of  love. 


"  But  these  are  written  that  ye  might  believe." 

O  words  of  Christ  so  given  us 

To  reach  us  in  our  cares, 
Near  in  our  small  life  troubles, 

And  in  our  holiest  prayers. 
How  strangely  they  are  borne  along 

Through  the  cycles  of  the  years, 
They  seem  so  very  present  still 

Breathed  out  to  listening  ears. 
Our  Elder  Brother's  teachings, 

The  sweetly  chastening  tone 
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That  passes  wherein  none  can  enter, 

The  veilless  heart  alone. 
And  in  its  depth  of  tenderness, 

And  in  its  wealth  of  love, 
Unites  each  one-time  precious  bond 

To  speak  from  a  home  above. 
Sometimes  calling  back  our  mother, 

Soothing  her  simple  child, 
In  distresses  that  no  other 

Would  have  care  to  wile. 
Bringing  back  our  father's  guidings, 

That,  one,  far  out-seeing  care, 
Adding  to  the  love  of  brothers 

What  no  brotherhood  may  bear. 
In  this  glorified  example, 

Our  own  life  gone  up  on  high, 
He  who  took  our  nature  on  Him, 

Drew  it  upward  to  the  sky. 
And,  "  Lo  I  am  with  you  alway," 

Echoes  through  each  parted  breast ; 
Like  dove  words  on  the  olive  leaf 

They  fell,  as  He  rose  to  His  rest. 
So,  still  is  gathered  to  our  hearts, 

His  long  passed  faithful  word, 
The  Balm  of  Gilead  breathed  on, 

From  the  garden  of  the  Lord. 


"  I  pray  for  them." 

"  For  those  whom  Thou  hast  given  me  ' 

How  His  solemn  thoughts  appeal 
To  us,  in  our  human  sadness, 

Through  their  far  outspreading  weal. 
Not  alone  His  faithful  followers 

Standing  close  and  humbly  by, 
Present  then  as  in  the  body, 

And  to  His  all-seeing  eye. 
But,  that  myriad  countless  number, 

Who  had  been  and  who  should  be, 
One  by  one,  until  the  units 

Make  one  in  the  great  white  sea. 
And  shall  need  no  more  His  praying, 

For  we  know  He  prayeth  still, 
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As  we  search  our  wavering  spirits, 

Watch  the  weak  unanswering  will ; 
Bringing  back  our  hearts  before  Him, 

Sinful  hearts,  still  borne  astray, 
Sometimes  sorrow  struck — next  burning 

'Neath  the  counsel  that  would  slay. 
So  divided  ! — How  we  need  Him 

To  be  walking  with  us  in 
Mists  of  life,  whose  dark  revealings 

Fail  to  show  us  sin  as  sin. 
Thus,  throughout  this  varied  life  path, 

Toward  the  light  so  broadly  clear 
Shining  in  His  Word's  remembrance, 

Strength  renewed,  our  hearts  draw  near : 
In  our  times  of  joy — in  sorrow, 

Wrhen  beneath  temptation's  sway, 
Seeking  our  dear  Lord  would  guide  us 

Through  each  strangely  devious  way  ; 
Till  we  find  the  path  to  Emmaus, 

Not  the  last  He  ever  trod, 
But  that  while  this  world  endureth, 

He  is  by  each  child  of  God. 


"  Father,  I  will  that  they  also  whom  Thou  hast  given  me  be  with  me 

where  I  am." 

And  He  hath  left  us  for  that  world  where  He 

Shall  reign  with  our  God  through  eternity ; 

He  hath  gone  before,  but  we  shall  be  there 

Who,  doubting,  can  read  otherwise  His  prayer. 

Truly  this  world  seems  bounded  by  its  low  green  sod, 

Yet  'tis  but  as  seed  place  for  other  lands  of  God, 

Yielding  still  in  harvest  for  a  happier  clime, 

Oh,  who  can  doubt  the  hope  within  our  faith  sublime. 

The  germ  of  the  hereafter,  sown  and  gathered  here, 

We  feel  it  in  each  severing  pain,  know  it  in  holy  fear : 

Being  and  doing  only — suffering  still  to  die, 

Beneath  the  husk's  slow  failing  what  doth  slumber  lie ; 

Something  within  still  warns  us,  'tis  not  for  the  sod, 

And  revelation  onward  leads  to  the  throne  of  God, 

Where  kindred  with  angels,  low  bending,  it  shall  fall 

'Neath  cherubim  and  seraphim,  at  length,  before  its  goal. 

And  who  may  then  describe  it,  even  show  the  wings, 

Wrapped  around  earth's  chrysalis,  for  where  the  seraph  sings 
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His  wondrous,  wondrous  praises,  oh,  myriads  of  the  Lord, 
Within  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  what  radiance  to  afford  : 
The  beam  lights  of  the  rainbow,  streaming  in  tears  of  joy, 
And  glittering  gems  of  brightness  that  crowned  kings  employ, 
Flash  not  their  refulgence  upon  our  dazzled  eyes 
To  greet  us  with  the  shadow  of  that  glad  surprise. 
For  earth's  glories  symbolize,  not  show,  what  we  shall  wear, 
Her  opal  light  and  glittering  gems  are  not  what  spirits  bear, 
First  in  immortal  fulness  upon  that  plain  of  God, 
Do  we  best  enliken  the  stainless,  through  His  blood, 
Casting  crowns  before  Him,  set  as  a  great  white  sea, 
Such  ne'er  can  fill  the  span  of  wide  eternity. 
Sense  veils  our  heart's  imaginings  of  this  holy  state, 
Nearest  its  true  shadow  are  they  who  on  Him  wait, 
Praying  for  the  spirit,  each  thought  to  underline, 
Until  the  strength  of  Christ's  deep  love  image  the  will  divine. 


"  I  was  in  the  spirit  on  the  Lord's  Day." 

Day  of  days  in  revelation, 

When  the  blest  disciple  saw 
Out  beyond  his  tribulation 

God's  unchanging  spirit  law 
Working  deeply  at  the  issues, 

Church-wise,  in  that  firstling  time, 
Bearing  on  its  Christless  fathoms 

Soundings  in   unending  line, 
Heaven  directed  to  the  currents 

That  beneath  the  deep  seas  flow, 
To  sin's  running  stream,  the  adverse, 

Storm-set  source  of  all  we  show. 

Far  out  on  that  Isle  of  Patmos 
Unto  John  the  Saviour  came, 

He  was  borne  up  of  the  Spirit, 
And   may  we  not  be  the  same  ? 

Mighty  Saviour,  come  before  us 

And  Thine  hidden  wisdom  bring, 
On  each  heaven-drawn  thought  within  us 

May  we  write  the  saving  thing. 
Bring  our  root-hid  sins  in  bearing, 

Those  alone  Thine  eye  may  read, 
Buried  deep,  within  the  furrows, 

Give  a  foresight  of  the  seed. 
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Veiled  unto  ourselves  is  often 

That  which  must  all  potent  be, 
From  such  small  unfelt  arisings 

1  handles  out  eternity. 
While  for  weal  or  woe  we  see  not, 

Oh,  we  pray  Thee,  Saviour,  show, 
lie  the  Alpha  and  Omega, 

Yea,  our  "  Urim  "  here  below, 
That,  like  Israel's  desert  high-priest, 

With  its  light  upon   his  breast, 
Pacing  with  a  solemn  footstep, 

By  the  holy  ark  at  rest, 
We  may  tread  the  Temple  lowly, 

This  whole  world  Thou  makest  Thine, 
And  Thy  key  thoughts  in  our  bosom, 

Read  a  clear  unerring  line, 
From  the  "  Urim  and  the  Thummim," 

Of  a  consecrated  heart, 
Raised  above  the  world's  cold  passion, 

In  Thee,  Saviour,  set  apart. 


"LOOKING    UNTO   JESUS." 

"  And  we  also  bless  Thy  holy  Name  for  all  Thy  servants  departe  J  this  life 

in  Thy  faith  and  fear." 

From  the  learned  creed  that  teaches 

Still  sleep  within  the  grave, 
Doth  Faith  in  blest  unreason  stretch 

Her  eagle  eyes  to  save. 

Intuitively  arrives  she  where 

The  stars  are  on  the  night, 
Soul-gathering  for  the  Saviour, 

Till   Faith  is  lost  in  sight. 

Like  morn's  first  sunstroke  o'er  the  hills, 

Who  has  not  seen  or  known 
Some  frail  face  stilled  and  dying  light 

As  clear  to  God  alone. 

While  words  formed  on  the  purpl'ing  lips, 

Never  to  speak  again, 
Betokening  life— the  border  passed, 

And  death  the  linking  chain. 
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So  borne  to  heaven — unspeakable, 
Comes  all  we  here  may  know, 

The  well-sprung  gladness  of  the  heart, 
At  its  new  fount-like  flow. 

Thus  may  each  one  trusting  Jesus, 

And  loving,  ever  be 
Translated  from  life's  bitterness, 

To  sweet  eternity. 

Testifying  here  in  meekness, 

By  faith  and  hope— through  prayer, 
That  as  John  leaned  on  His  bosom, 

But  one  more  passes  there. 


TO    THE    STARLIGHT    GONE. 

To  the  better  country 

I  have  passed  on, 
But  count  me,  mother  dear, 

To  the  starlight  gone. 

Far  out  in  the  faintest 

Nebulous  array, 
And  yet,  my  mother,  still 

Thus  set  in  thy  way. 

Yes,  and  when  thou  restest 

In  thy  lonely  room, 
Where  thou  laid'st  me  weeping 

My  death's  rayless  gloom. 

The  bright  heavens  hold  shining, 
O'er  thy  pond'ring  head, 

One  thou'lt  never  count  out 
Lost  among  the  dead. 

Only  raised  before  thee 

Where  the  starlight  dwells, 

By  thy  faith,  most  holy, 
Breathe  out  no  farewells. 

But  watch  on  my  symbols, 

So,  we  still  are  one  ; 
Thine  heart  meeting  mine  heart, 

To  the  starlight  gone. 
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"And  behold  a  throne  was  set  in  heaven." 

As  the  moon  may,  right  above  us, 

Shine  out  on  a  placid  sea, 
Show,  Thou  Saviour,  who  dost  love  us, 

Glimpses  of  eternity. 
Root  within  us  the  impression 

That  such  passing  hours  may  bear ; 
As  time  dims  the  bright  reflexion 

For  our  inmost  heart  'tis  there. 

Yes,  for  this  the  throne  in  Sion, 

And  the  blessed  angel  band, 
Cast  to  us,  unclean,  the  vision 

Of  all  we  may  understand. 
In  the  great  work  of  The  Kingdom, 

Which  shall  be  for  endless  days, 
To  advance  its  farthest  outposts 

Onward  toward  The  Father's  plain. 

Film-like  yet — the  true  millennium, 

Oh  that  after  clouds  should  show 
Aught  in  darkness  to  allure  us 

Out  from  what  the  angels  know  ; 
From  the  incense  of  The  Temple, 

Burning  in  those  hearts  above, 
Oh  give  to  Thy  place  within  us 

Steadfast  knowledge  of  God's  love. 


GONE    BEFORE. 

Round  about  each  dear  home  circle 
Death  leaves  traces  of  its  power, 

Many  are  the  vacant  places 

Left  to  show  its  sorrowing  hour. 

So  a  shadow  of  sad  memory 
Rests  upon  some  empty  chair, 

And  the  fireside  of  our  home  life 
Bears  the  token  ever  there. 

Hid,  like  starlight,  till  our  stillness 
Comes — the  lone  memorial  hours 

When  we  number,  turning  inward, 
All  the  Israel  of  ours. 
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And,  they  of  the  life  departed, 

With  their  themes  of  weal  and  woe, 

Come  back  into  present  fulness, 
From  the  far-off  long  ago. 

And  a  strange  commune  is  holden 
With  the  spirits  of  the  dead, 

Who  can  tell — perchance,  in  mourning 
O'er  sweet  human  hopes  long  fled. 

To  the  great  home  of  our  Father, 
Borne  up  by  immortal  love, 

We  just  catch  the  glory  streaming 
From  the  better  life  above. 

Kiss  the  hem  of  that  pure  garment, 
In  Christ's  love  and  mercy  given, 

Earnestly  desire  the  clothing 

Which  to  have  is  life  in  heaven. 


IN    MEMORIAM. 
Jan.  23RD,   1861. 

Yes,  our  mother,  she  has  left  us, 

Yet  the  veil  of  death  between 
May  not  hide  her  from  her  children 

Loving  on  to  worlds  unseen. 

Vainly  wise  men,  faith  unheeding, 

Test  and  crucible  unbare, 
Where  no  soul  can  be  revealed 

Is  it  aught  if  they  despair  ? 

Mark  the  good  ship  holding  forward 

By  the  captain's  star-set  law, 
So,  beneath  its  higher  vision, 

Passing  on  the  heart  doth  know. 

And  the  mother,  who  in  silence 
Lays  her  soft  hand  on  our  brow, 

Who  shall  say  that  is  unreal 
Realizing  more — the  Now  ? 

So,  might  we  not  expect  her, 

As  our  gentler  thoughts  arise, 
Have  not  prayer,  and  hope,  and  feeling 

Still  an  entrance  to  the  skies  ? 
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Is  heaven  then  left  no  counterpart, 
The  descendant  of  earth's  prayer, 

Shall  aught  change  them — our  faithful  ones, 
That  God  hath  gathered  there  ? 

No,  their  voices  beat  on  our  thoughts, 

The  air  needs  not  to  tone, 
Thought  on  thought,  in  well-chosen  part, 

Still  turning  toward  our  own. 

Perchance,  we  deem  them  but  echoes 
Bringing  back  the  long  past  time, 

As  from  evil  they  deter  us, 

Ringing  out  their  sweet  low  chime. 

Yet,  hear  we  the  angels  ministering, 
Though  we  may  mistake  the  call, 

So,  throughout  the  unchanged  ages, 
God  has  spoken  to  each  soul. 

Ever  since  He  had  us — children, 
He  has  used  what  we  demean, 

False  our  threads  of  light  reflexion, 
His  turn  on  that  world  unseen. 

Still  He  takes  what  best  reveals  Him 

To  blend  between  those  cords, 
Radiation  of  The  True  Life, 

That  shall  yet  make  us  The  Lord's. 


LIFE'S    INSTINCT. 

Ere  reason  came  was  instinct 

Most  blind  and  yet  most  true, 
God-given,  still  it  ruleth  o'er 

What  reason  may  construe. 

Assisting  oft,  yet  oft  beyond, 

Links  wanting  in  the  chain, 
Where  reasonless  seems  instinct, 

'Tis  on  its  risen  plane. 

Like  unfinished  work  within  us, 

A  scroll  half-curled  we  see, 
In  God's  own  hand  'tis  traced — "Ye  Live" 

We  would  end — eternally. 

iS  1 


Yes,  ever  as  the  magnet  turns 

Unto  its  left-off  pole, 
This  strong  affinity  of  life 

Leads  in  the  quivering  soul. 

Till  the  sense  of  wall  and  passage 
Comes,  while  we  may  not  know, 

The  perfect  handiwork  of  Him 
Through  whom  we  come  and  go. 

For  well  does  our  Maker  outline, 
And  shade  His  high  design, 

So  that  it  bears  down  no  other 
In  this  world  to  combine. 

Heirs  to  some  form  of  blessedness, 

All  that  we  may  afford, 
He  will  blend  into  our  being, 

A  fabric  of  the  Lord. 

Meanwhile,  He  gives  us  our  duty, 
And  bids  us  His  holy  fear, 

Idly  we  may  not  look  above, 
We  shall  live  by  working  here. 
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THE    PLAINS    OF    HEAVEN. 

Yes,  the  plains  of  heaven 
We  are  pilgrims  there, 

Up,  my  suffering  sister, 
Brother,  don't  despair. 

There,  in  all  beneficence, 

The  Almighty  Will, 
Cleared  of  our  bewilderment, 

Seemeth  holy  still. 

Here,  the  slow  mind  poses, 
There  to  run  and   read, 

Would  we  loving  wisdom 
Let  us  seek  the  seed  ; 
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Not  with  hearts  laid  withered, 
Withered  out  of  sight, 

Gathering  up  for  heaven 
Shall  it  be  a  blight? 
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Can  we,  faint  and  weary, 

Bear  upon  our  way, 
Lamps  still  pale,  untrimmed, 

Darkened  as  for  day  ? 

Lo,  the  night  is  on  us  ! 

Let  the  light  be  high, 
For  we  must  be  loyal, 

See !    we  can  but  die. 

And  death  hath  no  purgatory, 

Saving  for  all  sin, 
Let  us  raise  each  other 

And  new  life  begin. 

Till  the  plains  of  heaven, 

Mirrored  from  the  sky, 
Time's  spoils,  poor  and  common, 

'Neath  their  brightness  lie. 

Would  our  translation 

Were  in  open  sight, 
Where  the  fear  of  dying 

Gathered  up  in  light  ? 

Oh,  that  knowledge  weighed  down 

Full  upon  each  breast 
Of  our  ceaseless  progress, 

Passing  into  rest — 

Rest,  as  God  has  made  it, 

Rest,  as  it  is  here, 
In  the  round  of  duty 

Through  His  holy  fear. 
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OUR    LOSS. 

A  strange,  weird  light    fast  falling 

Upon  our  darling's  brow, 
What  shadows  of  felt  blindness 

Creep  on  us  darkly  now. 

Whither  is  she  wending  forth  ? 

We  see  not — ours  so  fair ! 
And  consecrate  with  loving, 

God  will  be  with  her  there. 

So,  by  her  cradle,  knelt  we 
To  part — while  mutest  prayer, 

Breath  from  our  closed  lips  stealing, 
Leaves  us  as  unaware ; 

That  means  from  Him  may  reach  us 
For  our  poor  nursling  child, 

Thus,  travailling  in  passage, 
Without  us  on  the  wild. 

Will  Christ  Himself  not  take  her 

Into  His  angels'  care  ? 
He  tells  us  past  "  believing," 

That  He  is  "  alway  "  there. 

But  whence  those  thrilling  memories  ? 

How  come  they  who  were  gone  ? 
Closed  lips,  torn  heart  and  feeling, 

Reaching  strange — lookers  on  ! 

Yes,  old  love  words  are  rising, 
Words  that  have  long  had  rest, 

And  bright  with  present  bearing 
As  sunrise  on  our  breast. 

For  now  safe  'mid  such  angels 

She  passes  from  our  care, 
Mother,  father,  and  brother, 

Dear  friends  ,in  one,  repair — 

We  are  thankful,  and  bless  Him, 
Gone  with  our  leal  and  true, 

Remembering  us  who  love  her, 
Will  they  not  love  her  too  ? 
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THE    GOLDEN    GATES. 

Oh,  who  can  count  the  golden  gates 

Closing  on  arches  fair, 
How  numberless  they  seem  on  earth, 

In  heaven  they  still  are  there. 

How  mimic,  in  our  childish  dreams, 
While  crudest  thoughts  outpour 

Toward  wondrous  things  and  beautiful 
A  heart's  prolific  store. 

How  softly  lost  in  gleaming  mists 

Our  wild  young  fancies  play, 
Changing  with  quick  dissolving  art 

Each  loose  massed  cloud's  array. 

Until,  in  youth,  yet  standing  by 

The  golden  gates  of  dream, 
Our  eager  flight  more  poised  seeks 

Some  opening  cloudland  theme. 

More  golden  gates  the  beautiful, 

Even  from  youth  to  prime, 
What  reck  we  of  the  willow 

In  that  bright  meeting  time  ? 

No  cypress  gloom  arises, 

We  walk  beneath  the  bay, 
The  flower  line  and  our  guileless  song 

Are  on  that  happy  way. 

How  linger  we  in  dalliance, 

What  golden  gates  arise, 
How  strangely  through  their  barrings  bright 

Spring  up  the  life-long  ties. 

Till  two  look  on  the  mirage, 

And  other  forms  crowd  there, 
Children  beloved,  their  place  and  part, 

Dissolving  prospect  fair ! 

While,  home  held  and  close  together, 

How  oft  in  noon-tide  day 
The  loved  from  our  fold  are  taken 

And  what  for  us  who  stay  ? 
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Still  golden  gates  the  beautiful, 

Now,  to  another  plane, 
And  in  a  continuing  city 

Opening  a  holy  fane. 

Where  safe  beneath  this  Temple's  dome 
Those  whom  our  God  had  given, 

We  look  to  regain  all  golden, 

Passed  through  the  gates  of  heaven. 


W.  E.  N. 
November  ioth,  1868. 

Brother,  though  the  years  pass  over, 

As  we  look  around  our  room, 
Oft  we  think  of  how  they  laid  thee 

In  that  night  of  awful  doom. 
Dream  not,  in  our  times  of  gladness, 

Should  thy  spirit  pass  us  by, 
That  upon  each  eve  of  sadness 

Thou  art  not  still  very  nigh. 
Still  mixed  with  each  tender  feeling, 

Rising  up  in  solemn  awe, 
To  thy  place  with  God  our  Father 

That  we,  pondering,  seek  to  know. 
Yes,  indeed,  our  spirit  turneth 

Toward  the  unseen  life  above, 
Canst  thou  find  the  bridge  near  over 

Arched  with  heaven-raised  thoughts  of  love  ? 
False  and  fleeting  oft  our  friendships, 

Brittle  as  some  steel  cold  sword, 
Oh,  for  ties  of  blood  that  bind  us 

Through  each  quick  ill-spoken  word  ! 
Sure  on  such  the  gentler  bearings 

With  their  sweet  love  homage  rise, 
Sure,  yea,  as  returning  morning 

O'er  the  stormy  night's  surprise. 
Dost  thou  not — ah,  we  do  miss  thee, 

May  we  not  then,  through  our  love, 
Meeting,  count  a  common  sorrow 

In  such  border  life  above  ? 
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HOME    FOR    EVERMORE. 

One  or  two  have  left  us, 

They  are  on  before, 
Wist  ye,  such  glad  voices, 

Home  for  evermore  ! 

Should  a  silent  sorrow 

Round  their  memory  dwell — 
Wait  until  to-morrow — 

Did  we  say  farewell  ? 

So  the  glorious  Reaper 

Gathers  in  His  grain, 
Early  in  the  morning 

He  may  come  again. 

Early  in  the  morning, 

Ere  this  sunlight  go, 
He  may  with  the  golden  sheaves 

Lay  some  green  ones  low. 

Standing  out  for  harvest 

On  the  Reaper's  way 
We  are  taught  to  trust  Him, 

Yes,  from  night  to  day. 

Lo  each  morning  brightens, 
While  the  stars  look  down, 

Hushed  beneath  their  radiance, 
Learn  we  from  our  own. 

Though  they  may  have  left  us 

They  are  but  before, 
And  we  are  returning 

Home  for  evermore. 


WE'RE    WAITING    FOR    YOU. 

In  a  land'  that  is  clearing, 

'Mid  all  that  is  true, 
We  are  waiting,  friends,  waiting, 

We're  waiting  for  you. 
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We  left  you  in  silence ; 

Its  eloquent  breath, 
Amid  the  night  watches, 

Still  tells  of  our  death. 

A  calm  hushed  sorrow 

The  daylight  shrouds  o'er, 

Through  which  we  still  reach  you 
From  our  clearer  shore. 

Oh  mother,  most  loving, 

Oh  father,  most  dear, 
The  child  that  has  left  you 

Is  waiting  out  here. 

Each  happy  companion, 

God  lent  you  awhile, 
O'er  your  innocent  gladness 

Still  bends  down  to  smile. 

And  those  you  most  reverenced, 
Whose  last  parting  breath 

Perchance  gave  you  blessing 
In  triumph  o'er  death, 

Are  here — but  stepped  forward  ; 

The  light  round  His  throne 
Is  all  that  now  veils  them, 

You  are  not  alone. 

A  witness  is  speaking, 

Intuitive  strain, 
Hush,  that  dear  hope  of  meeting 

Is  still  the  refrain. 

Can  it  be  ye  are  mocked, 
You're  mocked  of  your  fears, 

To  heaven  looking  forward 
You  dry  up  your  tears. 

It  is  God,  the  Creator, 
From  whom  are,  within, 

Those  voices  still  speaking ; 
Then  listen  to  Him. 

In  a  land  that  is  clearing, 

Midst  all  that  is  true, 
We're  waiting,  friends,  waiting, 

We're  waiting  for  you. 
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IN     1852. 

He  lay  not  as  the  soldier  dreams 

He  may  be  called  to  lie, 
Afar  ofT  on  some   foreign  field 

"  To  breathe  his  latest  sigh," 
While  England's  tides  of  hard-spent  blood 

Still  hallow  earth  and  stream, 
And  leave  the  bed  of  crimson  gore 

A  well-loved  patriot  theme. 
And  yet,  no  less  through  duty  bound, 

Though  humbly  called  to  die 
A  soldier  picked  out,  at  his  post, 

'Neath  fierce  Barbados'  sky. 
There,  by  its  fever  dark  oppressed, 

Under  its  restless  fire, 
In  loneliness,  far,  far  away 

From  all  his  heart's  desire, 
He  died. — Thus  lonely,  oh,  to  meet 

The  King  of  Terrors,  where 
Love  bent  not  o'er  his  couch  to  weep, 

Or  soothe  his  deep  despair! 
So  young  !    and  life,  by  hope  unfurled, 

Yet  green  within  the  soul, 
Buoyed  up  by  health,  unseared  by  grief, 

Yet  free  from  care's  control ! 
Full  many  a  bright  sustaining  hope 

Then  saw  its  dying  day, 
As  strength  bereft,  the  sinking  frame, 

In  death-struck  weakness  lay 
A  wreck — in  God's  veiled  wisdom  wrought. 

But  who  can  tell  the  woe 
That  on  the  earth-bound  spirit  broke, 

If  conscious  of  the  blow. 
Death  shrouds  that  realm  of  fevered  thought ; 

The  mournful  dying  prayer, 
And  haunting  scenes  of  other  lands, 

And  shades  of  dear  ones  there — 
All  doth  the  Great  Eternal  keep  ; 

Perchance  His  loving  power, 
In  mercy,  blessed  with  light  and  peace 

That  lonely  dying  hour. 


Oh   Death,  why  take  the  happy  young 

Into  a  feared  fold, 
Whilst  the  weary  reverse  thine  end, 

Launching  to  life  untold  ? 
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Thus,  in  our  grief,  perchance,  we  cry, 

And  bitter  is  the  woe, 
Rising  in  torture  of  dulled  surprise, 

To  fight  thee  as  a  foe. 
While  mournful  Fancy  calling  back 

All  that  our  dead  had  been ; 
"  How  loved,  how  honoured,  and  how  lost," 

Are  clearly,  brightly  seen. 
And,  oh,  how  sadly  then  breaks  forth 

Into  a  trance-like  view 
The  pallid  face,  untimely  set — 

Vain  hopes  all,  all  adieu. 
But  Time  steals  o'er,  its  chastening  hand 

The  canker  bears  away, 
And  better,  happier,  holier  thoughts 

Around  our  dear  one  stay. 
And,  then,  in  fond  and  low-breathed  prayers, 

More  thought  than  word  express'd, 
Before  the  mercy  seat  of  God 

Our  last  mementoes  rest. 
And  dear  is  memory,  but  how  changed 

Its  pictures  of  the  past, 
On  all,  in  fond  and  reverent  awe, 

Hath  Death  its  signet  cast. 
No  more  the  ill-poised  turn  of  thought 

Our  better  heart  defiles, 
Death  lifts  up  into  perfect  love, 

Life's  differings  reconciles. 
Lingering  round  our  early  dead, 

How  tear-wet  is  each  tomb, 
How  brightly  the  young  faces  shine 

Like  starlight  through  our  gloom. 
Heaven  set,  in  sweet  unchanging  youth, 

Soul  purified  arise 
These  beacons  of  the  hallowed  past 

To  bless  our  weary  eyes. 


"  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  1  will 
give  you  rest." — Matt.  xi.  28. 

After  the  day  turn  of  hankering  care, 
This  word  of  our  Saviour  seems  to  bear 
One  clear  revelation  no  age  can  dim, 
Nor  move  in  us — weakest ! — the  need  of  Him. 
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Through  the  evening  stillness,  charged  with  all 

The  time-serving  shadows  that  round  it  fall, 

From  "  the  heavenly  places "  their  brightest  boon, 

Yea — His  still  felt  presence  hath  fullest  noon. 

In  such  hour  we  hasten  and  breathe  in  light, 

The  hart  seeks  the  waterbrooks,  we  a  sight 

First  meant  for  the  clearing  of  every  care 

That  might  weigh  and  measure  the  heart  love  there, 

Into  vain  previsions  in  which  were  lost 

On  a  host  of  trifles  the  life  end  cross'd. 

Not,  ah  not,  for  Calvary's  sublimest  woe 

May  we  strike  our  footsteps,  the  faint  and  slow, 

Yet  in  His  footsteps  He  calls  us  to  tread ; 

We  "rest"  'neath  the  halo  round  His  raised  head. 

His  crown — The  Crown  of  Thorns — we  may  not  bear, 

Yet  the  fulness  of  life  He  gave  up  there  ; 

In  strange  sad  likeness  we  too  must  lay  down, 

Alas  for  us,  beneath  that  thorny  .crown  ; 

Lay  down,  lay  low  indeed,  the  sins  for  which  He  bled  ; 

How  sin-charged  we,  beneath  that  sinless  head  ! 

So  burdened,  Saviour,  unto  Thee  we  come, 

We  pray  Thee  free  and  lead  us — Nearer  home  : 

Open  to  us,  within  Thy  true  life  page, 

Some  word  in  season  for  our  thoughtful  age, 

Some  word  of  Thine,  which  through  excess  of  light, 

Was  seen  not  in  the  fore-time  though  now  bright. 


"AS   A   LITTLE   CHILD." 

Faithfulness  and  holy  trust, 
Weak  embodiments  in  dust, 
Heavenly  legend  doth  impart 
To  the  failing  human  heart. 
Strength  the  darkness  to  essay 
Looking  for  a  brighter  day, 
Sometime  seems  to  rise  before 
From  the  great  eternal  shore, 
Dim  with  distance  it  may  be, 
But,  no  dreaded  bourn  to  flee, 
Rather,  doth  the  heart  stretch  there 
Tendril  roots  beyond  despair. 
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"  Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild, 

Look  upon  a  little  child," 

Strange  the  pause,  uncertain  light 

Flickers  in  our  boy's  raised  sight  : 

"  Ma,  Mamma,  and  will  not  she 

Too  look  from  eternity?" 

Can  we  tell,  the  world  will  say 

Mystic  dreamers  we  to-day  ? 

Ma,  was  once  our  sister  dear, 

And,  with  many  a  hidden  tear, 

We  had  said  an  angel  she 

Went  out  to  eternity. 

Many  months  have  now  passed  o'er 

Since  she  taught  his  Bible  lore, 

Yea,  the  grass,  then  brown,  now  gave 

Up  spring  daisies  on  her  grave. 

By  choice,  and  as  for  two  hearts  riven, 

Thinking  us  so  bound  of  heaven, 

Through  the  winter  months  we  led 

His  small  feet  to  her  still  bed. 

There,  we  felt,  best,  did  appear 

Grace  to  help  her  wee  lad  here, 

And  his  tears  oft  falling  round 

That  small  patch  of  holy  ground, 

We  had  hope  might  yet  regain 

Her  dearest  memory  free  from  pain. 

So,  we  humbly  prayed  apart, 

Watching  him  with  yearning  heart, 

And  that  wonderland  most  wild, 

Thoughts  of  a  scarce  thinking  child, 

Bore  out — Where  no  teardrop  lies, 

'Neath  the  bright  Jerusalem  skies, 

She,  his  mother,  might  look  down 

On  the  child  that  was  her  own. 

In  the  hush  that  fills  the  air, 

Resting  by  the  low  mound  there, 

Not  far  out  from  what  might  be — 

Surely  by  analogy  ? — 

She  had  told  him  of  the  love 

Given  down  from  God  above, 

And,  that  he  might  raise  in  prayer 

Words  still  heard  by  Jesus  there. 

True,  the  wavering  child  life  gave 

Bursts  uncertain  at  her  grave, 

Snatches  from  the  mother's  heart 

Thus  untimely  set  apart. 

So,  "  Mamma  has  died  in  vain, 

After  counting  death  a  gain." 

"  Can  she  neither  see  nor  know 

While  I  still  think  of  her  so  ?  " 
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Ours,  but  soothing  to  delay 
All  we  feel  we  may  not  say, 
But,  at  length,  from  evening  prayer, 
Comes  the  cleared-up  question  scare, 
"  Ma,  Mamma,  and  will  not  she 
Too  look  from  eternity  ?  " 
Simple  reasoner,  shall  there  rise 
Doubts  in  which  this  glad  hope  dies, 
Ponderous  creeds  that  make  it  seem 
Remnant  of  some  monkish  dream  ? 
God  preserve  thee  from  the  flaw 
Of  reasoning  out  things,  still  to  know, 
For  beyond  our  reasoning  powers, 
There  is  left  for  passive  hours, 
Strong  intuitive  sense  that  finds 
Openings,  clear,  to  waiting  minds. 


WAKING    IN    HEAVEN. 
"  There  is  no  night." 

I  am  sleeping,  yes  sleeping,  from  the  sorrows  of  my  day, 

But  the  mystery  of  sinning  is  that  also  done  away  ? 

How  free,  unyoked  from  harness,  ah,  and  can  it  all  be  gone, 

Is  the  last  night  then  broken,  is  the  morning  coming  on  ? 

How  strangely  above  me  rises  a  spiritual  day, 

How  holy  seems  its  brightness,  shall  it  never  pass  away  ? 

The  hills  drink  its  victory,  the  everlasting  hills  of  God, 

How  speed  I  well,  untiring,  ah,  at  length  my  feet  are  shod, 

An  J  I  am  for  Mount  Sion,  'twas  the  glory  of  the  Lord, 

On  it  the  holy  city  that  He  spake  of  in  His  word. 

There  is  music,  faint,  so  distant,  it  bears  my  spirit  on 

There  at  length  I  see  the  spirelets,  that  city  shall  be  won. 

Its  gates,  how  bright,  they're  angle- wise,  far  back,  yes,  they  are 

thrown, 
And  clear  out  on  the  space  within,  I  see  a  glorious  throne, 
And  the  chancel  of  cathedral,  but  no  cathedral  gloom, 
That  was  in  the  night  now  passed,  'tis  not  beyond  the  tomb. 
The  diamond  geometric,  ah,  how  strange  unto  the  gaze 
The  pavement,  no,  a  sea  of  light  beneath  the  heavenly  rays, 
Not  a  sea,  no,  some  are  walking,  I  know  they  trust  in  One 
Who  is  now  forever  present,  He  gladly  draws  them  on. 
And  I,  am  I  so  walking,  yes,  around  me  there  is  pressed 
An  arm,  that  never  leaves  me,  and  I  am  one  like  the  rest. 
The  white  robe  too  is  on  me,  see  what  new  things  do  I  wear, 
And,  all,  so  freely  given  me,  without  my  thought  or  care, 
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And  still  I'm  moving  onward,  now  I  see  what  moves  me  on, 

Far  out,  there  are  the  shining  feet  of  some  most  Blessed  One. 

Life,  it  had  glad  surprises,  felt  as  an  answered  prayer, 

But  never  did  their  brightness  give,  the  full  meridian  there, 

And  lips  on  lips  are  moving  still,  looking  I  move  along, 

For  I  have  caught  the  glad  refrain  most  consummate  of  song. 

The  echo,  that  so  faintly  reached  my  dull  sense  down,  down  there, 

How  clear  its  full  note  rises  now,  without  the  stifling  care, 

Well  doth  mine  heart  at  length  repeat  that  "  Holy  "  to  the  Lord, 

Aye,  holy,  and  thrice  holy,  beats  adown  each  new  tuned  chord. 

Yes,  'tis  the  song  of  victory,  of  victory  over  sin, 

And  I,  at  length,  do  taste  of  life,  its  newness  doth  begin. 

It  is  gone,  the  unbalanced  selfhood,  that  kept  me  out  down  there, 

Out,  from  the  prayer  of  suffering,  from  each  other  heart's  despair. 

Now  for  all  whom  I  have  loved,  to  help  them,  in  the  Lord, 

I  haste  me,  'tis  the  prayer  of  life  such  gladness  to  afford. 

Yes,  I  shall  watch  and  wait  again,  shall  watch  and  wait,  perhaps 

weep, 
For  I  feel  strong  called  out  again  The  Brotherhood  to  seek. 
A  holy  chain  is  round  me,  I  am  here  and  I  am  there, 
As  love,  that  God  had  given  me,  may  still  an  outgrowth  bear, 
And  radiate,  from  the  throne  of  light,  I  move  one  silver  line, 
Though  orbed  in  The  Home,  at  rest,  still,  on  His  world  to  shine. 
Yes,  I  have  seen  The  Golden  Feet,  for  Them,  my  feet  are  shod, 
And  happy  me,  I  walk  to  break  The  Fatherhood  of  God, 
On  him  my  friend  and  brother,  on  her  my  sister  dear, 
I  sing  the  song  of  holy  life,  my  sister  will  she  hear  ? 
My  brother  will  he  call  me  back  ?  he  calls  me  down  below, 
Yea,  the  whole  world  I  left  behind — love  reaches  all — I  go 
In  Christ. — Oh  prayer  of  life  absorbed  !     For  Him,  in  Him,  to 

shine, 
Though  tiniest  sparklet  that  may  move,  yet,  of  the  life  divine, 
Yes,  as  to  please  Him  are  my  feet,  for  mine,  my  feet  are  shod, 
These  few  words  in  my  gladness  greet — From  the  city  of  Our  God. 


BE   THOU    FAITHFUL. 

'There  are  many  devices  in  a  man's  heart;  nevertheless,  the  counsel  of  the 
Lord,  that  shall  stand." — Prov.  xix.  21. 

"  Faithful  unto  what  is  written," 

Oh  that  on  the  wide,  wide  sea, 
Of  contesting  human  knowledge, 

We  may  safely  moored  be. 
Set,  at  anchor,  the  unerring, 

At  Thy  throne,  O   King  of  kings, 
Where  we  still  may  learn  from  Jesus, 

Till  the  true  life  knowledge  springs. 
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"  Faithful  unto  what  is  written," 

Bending  o'er  Thy  volume  old, 
From  the  letter  to  the  spirit, 

May  our  inmost  thoughts  unfold. 
Bind,  oh  bind  us  as  we  know  not 

From  the  golden  bowl  to  Thee, 
Till  the  silver  cord  lies  loosened, 

Aimed  from  Thine  eternity. 

"  Faithful  unto  what  is  written," 

From  the  wealth  of  worlds  untold, 
Then,  Thy  shining  angels  bring  us 

Thoughts  our  bosoms  faint  to  hold. 
And  those  arch-wise  words  to  Israel, 

From  their  typic  mystery  rise, 
To  the  simple  words  of  Jesus 

Inbreathed  from  the  heavenly  skies. 


"  And  he  was  the  only  son  of  his  mother,  and  she  was  a  widow." 

Where  the  grand  hills  rise  towering  up 

A  fair  lake  village  round, 
Whence  stretching  dales  and  hanging  woods, 

Give  brightest  picture  ground. 
A  little  child,  with  playful  feet, 

Runs  bounding  as  slipped  free, 
Over  the  greensward  towards  the  brook, 

Most  light  and  merrily. 
And  loving  eyes  are  watching  on 

His  mother's  little  boy, 
The  only  one,  her  heart  has  left 

For  sorrow  or  for  joy. 
No  danger  there,  all  seems  so  fair 

Beneath  the  big  old  trees, 
While,  in  sweet  soft  scents  of  summer  air 

Wafts  past  the  cooling  breeze. 
No  danger  there  !     The  horses  come, 

Aye,  to  the  water  pass, 
While  he  hastes,  with  his  quick  live  grace, 

But,  ah,  for  him,  alas  ! 
One  starting  wildly  past  the  rest 

Strikes  down  that  curly  head, 
A  senseless  one. — The  mother  speeds 

But  only  to  her  dead. 
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Can  we  picture  that  mother's  heart 

Meeting  her  climax  woe  ? 
Naught  in  a  happier  life  hath  part 

These  stunned  out  thoughts  to  show. 
Oh,  mothers,  think,  who've  closed  them, 

The  dear  pet  laden  eyes, 
With  a  soft  lullaby  to  sleep, 

How  such  one  ever  dies 
Out,  from  the  thoughts  that  lingering  turn, 

When  all  this  has  gone  by, 
To  the  garments  of  the  baby 

That  still  may  folded  lie. 
Ye,  whose  earthly  hopes  yet  bless  you, 

Who  watch  and  train  your  youth, 
In  pride,  for  the  world's  wide  callings 

(Humbly  for  God,  in  truth), 
Oh  think  of  this  lonely  mother 

Bereft  of  her  one  child, 
In  your  prayers,  remain  Christ's  mercy, 

Till  He  hath  reconciled. 
Yea,  haste  we  from  each  spared  home 

To  breathe  His  love  words  now, 
Perchance,  borne  with  some  heaven-sent  thought 

We  reach  that  clouded  brow : 

Mother,  thou  shalt  lay  thy  darling, 

Not  beneath  the  cold  grave  sod, 
Did  not  He,  our  blessed  Saviour, 

Say — "  Before  the  face  of  God  " 
Evermore  a  sinless  angel, 

For  each  little  child  did  stand  ; 
Would  not  such  one,  even  bear  him 

Into  that  most  happy  land  ? 
How  Christ  loved  the  little  children  ! 

See,  the  Shepherd  King  above 
Sends  His  angel  for  another, 

Canst  thou  doubt  in  perfect  love. 
Will  He  not,  e'en  raise  thy  floweret 

By  some  quenchless  living  stream, 
Yea,  upon  His  hill  Mount  Sion, 

Train  him  o'er  thy  life  held  dream — 
And,  when  thou  shalt  rise  in  Eden, 

Will  it  not  more  than  suffice, 
All,  that  he  hath  gained  in  culture 

Earlier  home  in  paradise  ? 
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LIFE. 
"  In  Him  was  life  ;  and  the  life  was  the  light  of  men."— John  i.  4. 

Life  the  precious  boon,  oh  bear  it, 

With  a  true  and  loyal  heart, 
To  the  Mighty  King  who  gave  it, 

And  who  claims  from  thee  His  part. 

Life,  how  precious,  thou  shalt  hold  it 

As  thy  leased  estate  of  time, 
And  by  ceaseless  care  unfold  it 

To  thy  lessor's  sealed  design. 

Life,  how  precious,  God  will  claim  it, 

And  the  work  thou  doest  now, 
Judge  if  thou,  in  heaven,  couldst  name  it, 

With  no  shame  upon  thy  brow. 

Life,  how  precious,  may'st  thou  ever, 

Working  for  the  heavenly  air, 
Seek  to  wTeed,  or  pruning  sever, 

Each  wild  outgrowth  sin  makes  fair. 

Life,  how  precious,  in  its  gleaning 

For  that  far-off  garden  sod, 
Where  the  deathless,  amaranth,  meaning 

Is  interpreted  of  God. 

Where  the  precious  life  unfading, 

That  we  on  our  earth  employ, 
Oft,  in  vaporous  care,  so  jading, 

Works  but  on  from  joy  to  joy. 


* 


"Lord,  thou  bast  been  our  refuge  from  one  generation  to  another." 

Wave  like,  still  that  potent  warning 

Moves  upon  my  life's  repose, 
Bringing  back  most  fatal  moments, 

And  past  histories  of  woes. — 
Salvum  vie  fac  I — Deeply  mourning, 

I  had  left  my  silent  dead, 
Stretched  in  first  unbroken  stillness, 

As  the  spirit  form  had  fled. 
Echoes,  from  the  land  of  angels, 

Agonised  my  heart's  despair, 
Last  words  on  mine  ear  imprinted, 

Breathed  a  very  presence  there. 
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Scarce  of  earth, — perchance  she  turning 

Toward  heaven's  gate,  still  left  ajar, 
Stretched  a  hand,  whose  grasp  should  guide  me, 

Yet  unto  that  world  afar. 
For,  'twas  thus,  in  deep  affliction, 

That  unto  the  Lord  I  turned, 
Once  more,  who,  most  feebly  pondering, 

Prayed,  that  I  His  will  had  learned, 
The  darkness  to  make  light. 

Upward  mine  eyes  kept  gazing, 

Yet  failed  to  reach  beyond, 
The  glorious  symbols  faith  and  hope 

Give  to  this  gate  so  thronged, 
With  lingering  hearts  that  gather  still, 

As  they,  who  once  of  old, 
Stood  pondering,  where  their  Lord  had  passed, 

A  shepherd  from  His  fold, 
To  other  plains,  and  other  hills, 

Into  God's  wider  fields, 
To  the  omnipotence  above 

Whence  now  His  flock  He  shields. 
Thrice  blessed,  if  watching  onward 

This  dear  arisen  Lord, 
We  gather  heavenward,  through  our  lives, 

Remembering  His  Word. 
But,  only,  by  death-felt  darkness, 

Some  rise  to  see  the  stars, — 
The  bright  expanse  of  other  worlds 

That  the  low  day  life  mars. 
Yea,  unto  Christ,  a  myriad 

In  God's  great  pathway  rise, 
While  wreathed  in  freshness  round  the  heart 

The  immortelle  still  lies. 
O'er  loneliness,  mausoleum-like, 

Are  the  first  white  wings  spread, 
Till  cloud  on  cloud  of  witnesses, 

Tells  of  the  blessed  dead. 
Then  heavenward,  toward  each  other, 

Our  eyes  turn  from  the  sod, 
And,  dull  ones,  we're  led  forward  to 

The  Fatherhood  of  God. 
And,  meetly,  the  child's  obedience 

Out,  from  our  heart  is  stirred, — 
The  first  faint  yearning  to  be  In  Truth 

Oh  that  our  prayer  is  heard. 
Father,  call  in  Thy  wanderers, 

Give  them  the  opened  sight, 
That  foretaste  of  all  blessedness 

Till  darkness  turn  to  light. 
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God  taketh  His  angels 

Not  by  one,  two,  or  three, 
For  the  wide  world  holds  them, 

They  are  not  as  we  see. 
The  weak  and  low  are  His, 

Also  the  high  and  great, 
How  He  sees,  we  see  not, 

Meet  for  His  great  estate. 
Children, — we  have  doubted 

And  singled  out  our  kind, 
Classing  as  He  knows  not, 

And  in  a  narrow  mind. 
Now,  He  hath  taken  out 

A  weaver  from  his  loom, 
Down  by  the  darksome  river 

Found  he  what  we  call  doom. 
Low,  indeed,  his  bearing, 

The  circuit  of  his  ways, 
Seemed  to  hold  no  gem  light 

For  God's  endless  days. 
Shall  we  therefore  judge  him 

Passed  from  Our  Father's  sight, 
Worthless — for  ever  lost 

In  an  eternal  light. 
Rather,  ours  no  fiat, 

We  see  not  as  God  sees, 
Only  for  true  rising 

Far  out  in  heaven's  degrees ; 
Last  sunk  beams  that  join  Him 

To  His ;  through  sin  and  woe 
Crossing  in  a  labyrinth 

'Tis  not  for  us  to  show. 
He  can  thread  us — avalanche 

Who  notes  the  sparrows  fall, 
And,  catching  up  the  downward  cast 

He  may  inworking  call ; 
While,  within  that  radius 

The  riches  of  His  grace, — 
Not  near  the  Seraphim 

Who  ever  see  His  face. 
How  limit  we  His  light, 

His  love,  to  such  glad  throng  ? 
Within  this  world  of  God 

The  lark  soars  up  in  song, 
While,  many  a  lowly  thing, 

Even  within  the  ground, 
Made  an  unspeaking  thing 

Yet  His  fit  care  hath  found. 
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Why  condemn  each  other  ? 

God  is  love — Everywhere. 
And,  dream  we  a  brother 

Ceases  to  be  His  care  ? 
Eternity  is  wide ; 

Its  order  and  degree 
Must  reach  beyond  such  span 

As  we  most  feebly  see 
Of  angels. — Archangels, 

Told-off  in  first  degree ; 
Such  Kings  and  Priests  to  God 

All  may  not  be  as  these. 
But,  on  the  plains  of  heaven, 

Gathered,  we  hope  to  see, 
From  sin's  tribulation 

Each  one — eventually. 
Drawn,  drawing  nearer  Him, 

The  common  God  of  all, 
Even  this  wanderer, 

Where'er  his  footsteps  fall. 


THE   LAST   MOMENTS   OF   LOUIS   XVII. 

In  the  Temple's  gloomy  stillness, 

Every  hope  gone,  and  his  frame 
Weighted  with  death's  coming  langour 

And  dark  intervals  of  pain, 
Lies  a  child  of  royal  lineage, 

Reared  as  Dauphin  of  proud  France, 
In  her  high  descended  nobles, 

Guarded  round  from  all  advance. 
Now,  a  dying  pris'ner  lonely, 

'Reft  of  all,  save  mortal  pang, 
And  his  keeper's  doled  attendance 

Under  French  "fraternal"  ban. 
Straggling  sunbeams  greet  his  window, 

Casting  on  the  cold  bare  wall 
Narrow  streaks  of  sweet  light  radiance, 

Such,  perchance,  the  past  recall : 
Bright  Versailles,  in  vernal  beauty, 

And  the  Queen,  his  mother,  there, 
In  his  father's  state  and  splendour, 

He,  himself,  the  royal  heir ; 
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Passing  one  time  to  the  hunting, 

Or  to  other  high  disports. 
Through  its  courtier-lined  chambers, 

Through  its  flower-clad  fountain  courts, 
Down  its  many  vista'd  woodlands ; 

'Mongst  its  groups  of  fair  high  trees, 
Bowing  in  their  bright  green  foliage 

Healthful  greetings  'neath  the  breeze. 
With  an  eye  lit,  with  a  heart  light, 

Knowing  not  one  thought  of  care, 
In  his  happy  princely  childhood, 

Shielded  bravely — debonair. 
Fitfully  such  past  comes  mingled 

With  what  knows  no  weakening  pride, 
With  the  latent  human  nature, 

In  affection's  pure  spring  tide ; 
Coming  out  in  that  home  union, 

Veiled  in  the  pomp  of  Kings, 
That  we  read  of,  the  half  wondering, 

Whence  amidst  their  state  it  springs. 
So,  once  more  his  head  is  resting, 

Softly,  on  his  mother's  breast ; 
Or,  in  reverent  duty  bowed, 

By  his  father's  hand  caressed. 
And,  their  once  familiar  voices, 

Mingle  in  remembered  words, 
That  their  deaths  left  on  his  memory, 

Almost  sacred  as  the  Lord's. 
In  such  gatherings  in  of  home  time, 

Comes  that  clearness  of  the  brain, 
Sure  attendant  on  the  dying, 

Light  bright  spark  of  flickering  flame. 
And,  approaching  death's  hushed  stillness, 

Breaks  unto  that  child  of  woe, 
Into  solemn  strains  of  music 

That  no  mortal  ear  may  know. 
Holding  every  sense  entranced, 

Bathing  heart  and  trembling  brain, 
In  the  sunset  of  a  splendour 

Opening  on  the  heavenly  plain. 
On  the  morning  land's  bright  gathering 

Of  his  fondly  waiting  dead, 
In  their  glorious  risen  garments, 

With  a  halo  round  each  head. 
From  each  eye,  the  life  immortal, 

Scintillating  like  a  star ; 
On  each  face,  that  glad  revealing, 

"  As  the  holy  angels  are." — 
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In  God's  wondrous  wisdom,  working 

Out  their  human  life  above ; 
Borne  back  to  call  home  their  left  one, 

With  their  choral  songs  of  love. 
Blessed  mission  to  the  dying ! 

Thus  'twas  with  a  poor  shorn  lamb, 
Whom  the  God  of  endless  mercies, 

Home  received  with  a  psalm. 
Bringing  in,  with  ear  sent  knowledge, 

The  rapt  fulness  of  that  life, 
Where  to  see  and  know  are  one  thing, 

And  to  serve  love's  only  strife. 
Still  'tis  used — the  glorious  ladder 

That  the  sleeping  Jacob  saw ; 
Still  ascending,  and  descending, 

Follows  heart  fixed,  changeless  law. 
Proving  death,  and  fell  corruption, 

And  the  darkness  of  the  grave, 
Are  but  refuge  for  the  body, 

Not,  the  soul  Christ  died  to  save. 
That  received  by  kindred  angels, 

In  the  Scripture  words  of  old, 
So  "returns  to  God,  who  gave  it," 

Enters  Christ's  own  living  fold. 


A.  D. 

January  30TH,  1874. 

One  more  happy  life  lies  withered, 
One  more  heart  is  bleeding  now, 

Lord,  receive  her,  in  her  sorrow, 
Seeking  at  Thy  Will  to  bow. 

Draw  her  through  her  desolation, 
Nearer  to  Thy  heavenly  breast, 

None  can  come  too  heavy  laden, 
Not  to  find  Thy  promised  rest. 

Not  to  bless  Thee  for  the  sorrow 
That  enables  them  to   bear, 

All  their  broken  human  feelings, 
And  to  seek  the  healing  there. 

Through  her  deep  affliction  guide  her ; 

Thou  dost  all  our  lost  ones  see, 
If  the  dead  are  near  the  living, 

It  is  when  we  turn  to  Thee. 
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To  her  clearer  instincts  show  this: 
That  such  passing  on  before 

Cuts  asunder  not  the  loving, 
May — divide  them  never  more. 

But,  that  in  each  holy  silence, 

There  are  watching  round  the  heart, 

Near  to  Thee,  our  Heavenly  Father, 
All  whom  death  e're  tore  apart. 

By  most  subtle  memory,  dwelling, 
Till  each  well  beloved  tone, 

Falling  meetly,  in  such  moment, 
On  the  "blank"  first  felt  alone. 

Clears  at  last  that  better  country, 
Reached  beyond  this  mortal  strife, 

And,  the  broken  bond  seems  bound  up 
In  the  hope  of  that  new  life. 


"Behold  the  lilies  of  the  field." 

Let  us  gather  up  the  lilies, 

Our  lily  loves  are  few, 
Like  trace  of  night,  within  the  light, 

Our  erring  loves  ensue. 
The  fairness  of  each  spotless  face, 

The  fragrant  lily  life, 
Counts  shame  upon  our  narrow  ways, 

With  sinful  cares  so  rife. 
No  eastern  maiden's  matchless  skill, 

Toiling,  to  spin  and  please, 
Ere  clothed  within  a  monarch's  court, 

One,  even,  such  as  these. 

Let  us  gather  up  the  lilies ; 

The  dew-ripe  softness  there, 
The  white  sheen  of  a  spotless  part, 

In  Nature  ever  fair, 
May  well  delight  us,  for  awhile, 

Until  its  simile  rise, 
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In  wishes  for  the  lily  fair 
To  deck  each  heart  we  prize. 

Let  us  take  up  a  lily  thought 
And  culture  it  as  ours, 

More  wisely  yet  its  spotless  cause, 
To  press  within  our  bowers. 

Yes,  we'll  gather  up  the  lilies, 

Our  lily  loves  are  few, 
Yet,  trace  of  light  comes  o'er  the  night, 

'Tis  so  with  me  and  you ; 
As  hand  in  hand,  uncertain  still, 

We  stumbling,  often  fall, 
And  raise  ourselves,  more  soiled  than  fair, 

At  some  returning  call. 
Let  us  learn  more  from  the  lily 

A  holy  life  to  prize, 
Seeking  to  lay  it  at  His  feet, 

Meet  for  our  Saviour's  eyes. 

Yes,  we'll  gather  up  the  lilies, 

Not  only  to  be  ours, 
In  wider  fields  before  us  stretch, 

More  of  the  Saviour's  flowers. 
Fair  lilies,  that  the  flesh  hath  torn, 

We  see  in  wild  array, 
The  frailer  ones,  upon  this  earth, 

Still  falling  on  the  way. 
Oh  let  us  raise  and  build  them  up, 

Ere  they  lie  upon  the  sod, 
There,  still,  is  spotless  white  for  such, 

In  the  garner  house  of  God. 


C.  H.  W. 

February  14TH,  1872. 

As  the  last  touch  of  sunlight's  crown, 

Rests  on  the  highest  hills, 
So  sinks  the  Sun  of  Righteousness, 

On  him  who  now  fulfils, 
His  few  remaining  hours  to  show 

Light  on  the  Christian  way, 
Midst,  which,  arising  clouds  of  death 

Cast  off,  cannot  dismay. 

I  4*  ] 


All  is  well,  for  it  was  given  him, 

Early,  on  to  count  his  days, 
As  so  many  fleeting  moments, 

Lent  him  for  the  Kingdom's  praise, 
Ever  blessed — highest  courage  ! 

In  life's  calm  communing  time, 
Heaven-won  thought — the  true  excelsior, 

Taught  him  death,  its  height  sublime, 
Hailing  new  life,  at  its  coming, 

Equable — Beyond  death's  woe, 
He  hath  only  caught  its  prescience, 

Shedding  out  the  sunset's  glow. 

So  did  one  of  old  look  forward 

For  the  Israel  of  his  God, 
Saw  the  lands  that  they  should  enter, 

Counting  no  afflicting  rod, 
Laid  upon  him  in  the  burden, 

Of  that  blest,  yet  warning  word, 
Telling-off  a  well  done  servant, 

For  the  presence  of  his  Lord. 

And,  we  rather  gather  round  him 

Who,  shall  soon  be  called  away, 
With  a  hopeful,  happy  presence 

Bearing  on  his  life's  decay  : 
For  his  holy  sunset  gives  us 

Token  of  the  heavenly  gain, 
One  more  Christian's  bright  reflexion, 

Triumphing  o'er  death  and  pain. 


"Saul,  Saul,  why  persecutest  thou  Me?" 

Holy  Saviour,  Light  of  Ages, 
Clouds  and  darkness  were  before, 

Thy  blest  presence  came  to  lead  us 
To  the  Father,  evermore. 
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As  the  great  apostle  saw  Thee, 

And  near  to  Damascus  lay 
Stricken — in  conviction  falling, 

On  his  persecuting  way. 

Strike  Thou,  on  each  one's  like  hardness, 
Thou  alone  canst  bring  to  light, 

While  our  darksome  sins  do  hide  Thee, 
None  are  hidden  from  Thy  sight. 

Thou  didst  prove  the  "  last "  of  all  men 
Thou  could 'st  handle  as  the  clay ; 

Then,  the  earnest  of  the  Spirit, 
Fell  not  in  a  beaten  way. 

Some — Thy  first  apostles  found'st  Thou, 

Simple  fishers  of  the  sea, 
Matthew,  from  the  things  of  Caesar, 

Claimed  himself,  to  win  to  Thee. 

From  the  highways  and  the  hedges 

To  the  supper  of  the  King ! 
Light,  more  light,  we  pray  Thee  clothe  us, 

As  thou  may'st  so  lead  us  in. 

Yea,  unto  the  heaven  of  heavens 
From  the  narrow  end  of  time, 

And,  the  torture  of  its  issues, 
Veiling,  still,  Thy  light  divine. 


AN    EVENING    REFLEXION. 
(From  Skiddaw.) 

Calmed  from  the  morning's  hope  and  fear, 
At  rest,  with  our  day's  work  done  ; 

We  watched  the  still  and  glad  descent 
Of  the  brightly  setting  sun. 

Shining,  upon  the  works  of  God, 
On  those  He  pronounced  good, 

That  answer  to  His  mighty  will, 
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As  His  whole  creation  should. 
How  sweet  the  psalm  of  praiseful  life 

Seems  beneath  the  sunset  sky, 
What  tender  dreams  of  fruitful  light 

On  the  many  mountains  lie. 
Grave  histories  of  wonderwork 

Held  within  their  depths  do  sleep, 
What  ancient  stories  of  the  world 

Each  towering  head  doth  keep. 
For  God  works  slowly,  on  the  earth, 

Still,  by  measure,  and  by  law ; 
And  to  judge,  from  acting  causes, 

Is,  surely,  His  will  to  know. 
His  great  grave  will  beneficent  ! 

We  may,  here,  most  safely  read, 
No  angry  retribution  rests, 

But  within,  each  thing,  its  seed. 
So  doth  the  true  material  world, 

Its  print,  to  His  purpose,  show, 
Alas,  but  for  our  hearts  within, 

We  look  not  upon  a  flaw. 
Here,  we  pause,  and  inly  shudder, 

Witness  earth  still  changing,  soar, 
E'en,  the  solemn  sea  adoring 

In  her  light,  forever  more. 
Spreading  out  her  tides,  in  order, 

Subject  to  no  captious  flaw, 
The  left  letter,  without   spirit, 

Absent,  in  her  higher  law. 
Earth  and  sea,  in  glorious  presence, 

Waiting  on  Him,  so,  are  found, 
Their  united  outgrowths  bringing 

In  His  wisdom's  given  round. 
Thus,  before  us,  in  their  being 

Faithful  to  Creation's  Lord, 
Holding  forward  no  rebellious, 

Vain  fulfilment  of  His  word. 
While  we  from  our  spheres  of  failing, 

Passing,  bathe  His  feet  with  tears, 
Borne  down  with  sins'  wages — bitter 

Increase,  of  our  few  short  years. 
In  mere  fantasy,  we  reckon, 

Ours,  the  heritage  of  heaven, 
How  shall  our  misguided  voices 

Ever  to  His  praise  be  given  ? 
How  in  hearts,  where  self  is  throned, 

Shall  there  reign  His  righteous  law, 
With  His  order  dead  within  us, 

We,  the  heavenly  love  foreshow  ? 

44  ] 


BROTHERHOOD. 

From  this  selfish  darkness, 

Still  lower  than  the  grave, 
Lost,  amid  sin's  great  dominion, 

Preach  to  us,  Saviour — save. 

Speak  again  and  guide  us, 

Oh,  that  we  could  but  see, 
And  seek  to  live  the  holy  life, 

There  lies  'tween  us  and  Thee. 

Through  the  vast  arcana, 

That  rises  like  a  dome, 
'Within  which  myriad  angels  sweep, 

To  seek  it  in  Thy  home. 

We  rise  not — dwellers  here ; 

Nor  may  we  it  divine, 
Heaven's  mysteries,  in  deepest  love, 

Now  he  'tween  Thee  and  Thine. 

But  may  the  ransomed  throng, 

Still  moving  nearer  Thee, 
Bring  down  those  yearnings  on  our  hearts, 

True  brotherhood  to  see. 

True  brotherhood,  the  chain 
That  Thou  our   Brother  wore, 

And,  left,  meet  to  be  even  ours, 
As  Thou  passed  on  before. 

Teach  us  to  count  each  link, 

Praying  a  worked-out  prayer, 
That  somewhat  of  Thy  holy  will, 

May  still  be  moving  there. 


LIGHT. 

"Iam  the  light  of  the  world  :  he  that  followeth  Me  shall  not  walk  in 
darkness,  but  shall  have  the  light  of  life." — John  viii.  12. 

Light,  God's  light  upon  the  waters, 

Oh,  for  faintest  streak  of  day, 
Sea  on  sea  of  doubts  keep  rising, 

While  this  life  doth  ebb  away. 
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Faintly  hope  we  heaven's  morning, 
Yea,  when  in  our  darkest  gloom, 

And  adrift,  the  helmless  spirit, 
Still  ignores  a  waiting  tomb. 

But.  the  presence  of  the  angel, 
Mighty  Death,  and  oh  so  nigh, 

What  if  tempting  doubts  assail  us 
For  a  token  from  on  high. 

World  hid  is,  the  Rock  of  Ages  ; 

Would  more  hid  within  our  breast, 
For,  earth's  clouds  fall  dark,  ere  morning, 

Oft,  we  cannot  find  Our  Rest. 

And  wild  prayer  to  God,  our  Father, 
Streams  up  o'er  His  Word  divine  ; 

Strange,  unhallowed,  though,  to  reason, 
Something  we  may  not  define ; 

Something  lost  in  instinct  leads  us 
Wildly  buoyed  up  on  the  storm, 

Sightless  of  The  Way,  most  holy, 
Onward  in  rebellious  form. 

Even,  seeking  Him  who  gave  us, 
Spirit  life,  enlinked  with  this, 

To  redeem,  in  sight,  its  promise, 
Heaving,  on  the  dark  abyss. 

Light,  God's  light,  upon  the  waters, 
Oh,  for  faintest  streak  of  day, 

More,  we  feel  a  sinking  body, 
More,  our  spirits  rising  pray. 


DRAW    THOU    ME    ON. 

For  Thy  knowledge  thirsting  still, 
And  a  hungered, — Jesu  fill : 
Draw  Thou  me  on. 
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For  my  flesh  and  Mood  may  fail, 
And  Thy  grace  doth  all  avail : 
Draw  Thou  me  on. 

Weak  and  slow  my  heart  may  be, 
Yet,  its  beatings  beat  for  Thee : 
Draw  Thou  me  on. 

Hasten  more  the  cords  of  love 
As  I   need  them,  from  above  : 
Draw  Thou  me  on. 

I,  a  place,  with  angels  fill, 
While  below  I  seek  Thee  still : 
Draw  Thou  me  on. 

Far  beneath  such  I  may  be, 
Yet,  wilt  Thou  remember  me : 
Draw  Thou  me  on. 

Till  in  Paradise  above 
I,  too,  learn  Thy  perfect  love : 
Draw  Thou  me  on. 


"For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God." — St.  Luke  xviii.  16. 

Let  us  guard  the  little  children, 

They  come  last  from  Heaven's  shore, 

On  the  guileless,  plastic  nature 
May  no  sin  thought  ever  pour. 

Humbly  should  we  still  remember, 
With  somewhat  of  solemn  awe, 

That  the  undenled  children 

Hold  the  blessing  we  should  know. 

We  may  learn,  aye,  from  the  children, 
Would,  as  such,  were  even  we, 

Pure  in  heart,  and  meek  in  spirit, 
Heirs  with  Christ  eternally. 
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FRANCE    AND    PRUSSIA.      In    1870-1, 

Whilst  Europe's  breast,  within  Thy  sight, 

Is  canker  struck  by  war, 
And  two  fair  realms'  unhallowed  strife 

Casts  out  an  influence  far. 

Oh,  from  Thy  great  unfathomed  depths, 

We  pray  Thee,  Lord,  arise, 
And  show  us  man's  fell  warfare, 

With  clearer,  holier  eyes. 

Now,  whilst  life's  stream  runs,  madly  forth, 

Upon  the  wasted  plains, 
Whence  pale  dead  faces  mutely  plead 

Their  fearful  dying  pains. 

From  such,  from  every  withered  heart, 

Write  on  our  nation's  breast 
One  question,  deep  and  earnest, 

How  can  this  war  be  blest  ? 

Dread  war !     The  barbarous  monster 

Of  this  most  Christian  day, 
Who  stands,  in  Christ,  upholding 

Its  hideous  demon  sway  ? 

We  call  Thee,  God  of  Battles, 

But  on  our  battle  rolls, 
Christ  left  us  naught  but  sin  and  death 

To  fight  out  in  our  souls. 

And  shall  we  dare  to  kneel  and  pray 

In  our  cathedral  aisles, 
That  Thou  assoil  the  fearful  wrong, 

No  conscience  reconciles. 

Or,  rather,  let  us  look  to  Thee, 

And  seek  from  shore  to  shore, 
To  cast  away  this  awful  sin, 

And  there  Thy  help  implore. 
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ARBITRATION. 

For  England  and  onward 

Let  us  ever  bear, 
In  the  nation's  bosom, 

A  most  martial  care. 

Ushering  the  nursling  Right 
On  the  world's  wild  breast, 

In  trial  earliest, 
To  the  great  unrest. 

So,  hail  arbitration  ! 

Whilst,  yet,  set  for  war, 
And  no  coward  feeling 

On  the  lion's  car. 

But,  a  world-wide  progress 
Still  our  worthy  call ; 

The  uproar  of  voices 
In  justice  for  all. 

Rally  we  each  weak  one 

To  his  lawful  share, 
Still,  with  strong  high  courage, 

And  most  martial  care. 

Brothers,  we  are  guided, 

'Tis  England  for  all 
Joins  none  in  bitterness, 

Scouts  each  worthless  call. 


"If  I  forget  thee,  O  Jerusalem." — Psalm  cxxxvii.  5. 

Tuning  our  hearts  for  Zion, 

Low  tho'  our  song  may  be, 
Sweet,  'tis  to  keep  undying 

Hope  of  its  minstrelsy. 

As  with  a  harp,  yet  silent, 
Breathe  we,  before  our  Lord, 

Note  after  note  still  nearer 
True  to  the  Zion  chord. 
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So,  Jesu  keeps  us  singing, 

Though  how  we  join  this  song, 

Here,  with  our  thoughts  sin  broken, 
Must  to  His  grace  belong. 

Mysteries  of  love  He  bore  up, 

Up  from  His  Calvary, 
Or,  could  He  ever  teach  us 

Aught  of  our  minstrelsy. 

Oh,  may  we  this  remember, 
Follow   The  Master  more, 

Till  with  one  voice  made  perfect 
Ours  shall  in  heaven  outpour. 


DERWENTWATER. 

Fairest  thou,  the  Derwentwater, 

In  unruffled  silver  sheen 
Resting  in  thy  bed  of  mountains 

The  unrivalled  lakeland  queen. 

Proud  and  many  peaked  around  thee 
Stand  the  guardians  of  thy  rest, 

Mirroring  their  faithful  presence 
In  the  sunshine  on  thy  breast. 

Here  in  rugged  hill  land  rising, 
Crag  and  scar,  and  crest  of  stone, 

There  the  softened  heath-clad  mountains, 
And  the  moorland  wild  and  lone. 

Who  shall  tell  the  countless  fissures 
That  the  waving  woodland  hides  ? 

Or  describe  the  foam-white  rivulets 
Bursting  from  the  mountain  sides, 

Down  and  downward  to  the  river, 
Over  wond'rous  boulder  stones, 

Brighter,  in  their  varied  moss  beds, 
'1  lian  the  softest  shaven  lawns  ? 
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Wonderful  the  tangled  bushwood 
Hanging  forward  to  the  spray, 

Sparkling  over  with  the  diamond 
Tribute  of  the  watery  way. 

Wild,  indeed,  thy  shores,  fair  water, 
Who  shall  tell  thy  changeful  rest, 

Or,  the  varying  sheen  of  seasons 
That  bedeck  thee  in  their  best  ? 


MARRIAGE   OF    PRINCESS    LOUISE. 
March  2ist  1871. 

"  One  by  one  " — all  hearts  record  this 

Now,  the  joyful  marriage  bells 
Note  the  home  life  of  a  daughter 

In  thy  happier  farewells. 
If  the  thought  of  parting  grieve  thee, 

As,  though  well  approved,  it  may, 
Calling  back  thine  own  glad  wifehood, 

Canst  thou,  wilt  thou,  wish  her  stay? 
Through  her  fair  and  happy  girlhood, 

To  her  opening  woman  prime, 
Thou  hast  trained  her,  in  wise  purpose, 

Now,  most  wisely,  at  God's  time, 
To  enlarge  her  sphere  of  duties, 

Where,  the  promise  of  her  life, 
Flowing  through  her  best  affections 

Shall  unfold — a  happy  wife. 


SONNET. 

Another  joy  hath  reached  thee,  Lady, 

One  more  creature  claims  thy  heart, 
Nay,  steals,  first,  in  with  infant  sweetness 

To  its  welcome  place  and  part. 
Through  life  and  death  the  mother  only 

Gathers  love  naught  may  destroy  ; 
Thou  happy  mother,  watch  thy  daughter 

In  her  heritage  of  joy. 
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Yet  thy  heart  holds  all  thy  children, 

Nor,  can  let  the  dead  slip  through, 
There,  tell  one  sister  of  another 

Who  may  be  rejoicing  too. 
And,  from  the  world  of  light  above  you, 

Whispering  some  way  to  each  heart, 
She  sees  and  knows  and  ever  loves  you, 

Though,  held  with  the  dead,  apart. 


If  it  please  God  we  live  to  the  20th  of  next  September  (1874) 
we  shall  see  our  50th  wedding  day,  our 

"  GOLDEN    WEDDING." 


S.  C.  H. 


Hand  in  hand  together, 
Half  a  hundred  years, 

Near  your  golden  wedding, 
Joyful  e'en  to  tears. 

Counting  the  silvern  years 
You  have  laid  aside, 

Living  back  the  bridegroom, 
Loving  back  the  bride. 

In  the  golden  sunset 

Happily  you  stand, 
Unparted,— together 

Near  a  brighter  land. 

No  long  pause  of  silence, 
No  felt  blank  of  years, 

Added  to  your  sorrows, 
In  this  veil  of  tears. 

Rare  life  felicity  ! 

Rarer  still  to  hold, 
Jewel-wise,  surrounded, 

With  life's  chequered  gold. 

Heaven-caught  reflexions 
From  another  shore, 

Even  of  Reunion, 
Wedded — evermore. 


August  3rd,  1874. 
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SONNET. 

On  Derwentwater,  and,  in  calm  delight, 

Viewing  her  countless  hills  in  glad  repose, 

While,  balmy  air  and  sunshine  softly  flows, 

Dream  you,  near  her,  to  hold  in  cloudless  sight 

Life's  Peace  ? — Oh,  sweet  delusion,  passing  joy. 

Like  this  fair  lakeland  peace  here  ours  is  still 

Haunted  of  change — as  everywhere  at  will 

Our  passions  rise  or  creep  in  to  destroy 

Its  tenure.     And  each  life,  as  summer  wings, 

It  is  but  for  a  few  short  fleeting  hours, 

Though  dwelt  out  in  these  dreamt  Elysian  bowers, 

Time  waits  not  for  us,  but  still  counting  stings. 

Think  not  of  Derwent  without  ebbs  and  flows, 

Our  bright  fair  summer  stormy  winter  knows. 


IN    COMMEMORATION 
Of  Her  Majesty's  yearly  solemnities  at  the  tomb  of  the  Prince  Consort. 

December,  1874. 

Queen  august,  yet,  still  returning, 
With  a  faith  that  naught  may  wile, 

What  find'st  thou  of  happier  hours 
In  this  still  mausoleum  pile  ? 

Comes  one  tender  hand  more  near  thee 

Once,  love-deemed  even  thine, 
And  that,  though  in  dust  and  ashes, 

Thou  canst  hardly  quite  resign  ? 

Comes  one  voice,  here,  still  more  clearly 
To  thine  heart— its  sweetest  pain  ; 

Does  the  grave,  best,  give  thy  listening 
Some  most  lingering  last  refrain  ? 

More,  our  Lady. — Life  made  heavenly 

In  this  presence  thou  dost  share, 
Even  that,  no  grave  deprives  thee, 

Life  with  him— through  faith  and  prayer. 

Aye,  and  so  thy  love  arising 

Rests  not  with  this  buried  clay, 
Whom  God  loveth,  still  He  chasteneth, 

Thou  art  in  the  Father's  way. 
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O'er  his  grave  thy  husband  waits  thee, 
Only,  deem'st  thou  it  a  shrine, 

As,  his  dear  remembrance  takes  thee 
Onward  in  the  life  divine. 

And,  some  day,  immortal  stealing, 
Shall  reveal  two  severed  hands 

Wedded,  though  thou,  left,  kept  mourning 
Watch  outside  God's  heavenly  lands. 

Then  two  voices'  broken  cadence, 

As  this  life  might  not  afford, 
Shall  rejoin  in  one  forever 

Holy,  holy  to  the  Lord. 


E.  J.  N. 
Died  July  26th,  1875. 

God  hath  taken  home  my  darling, 

Taken  her  in  love, 
This  I  doubt  not,  or  rebelling, 

Breathe  to  her  above. 

Sister,  from  this  world  of  changes 

Quickly  thou  wert  gone, 
And  I  cannot  help  but  mourn  thee, 

My  beloved  one. 

Nay,  1  pray,  that  thus  thou  rather 

Linger  in  my  breast ; 
So,  my  "  loving  sister  Emma," 

Still  my  thoughts  find  rest. 

Yea,  each  parting  prayer  repeat  I 

Laden  as  before, 
But  alas !  with  torn  affections, 

Stretching  through  Life's  Door. 

Thinking  one  time,  perhaps,  our  mother, 

She  should  reconcile, 
And  retake  thy  hand  unfolded 

.From  my  own  awhile. 
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Or,  perchance,  mine  heart  would  smooth  thee 

Some  new  path  above, 
Passing  on,  where  thou  mightst  falter, 

Stronger  through  my  love. 

Poor  crossed  human  feelings  may  be  ; 

Christ  is  on  thy  shore, 
Who  can  tell  what  he  may  gather, 

How  in  love  restore  ? 

For  He  must  take  away  much  dross 

More — give  out  some  leaven, 
Ere  into  thy  dear  heart  this  fall, 

"Living  up  in  Heaven." 

Now,  on  earth,  and  there  forever, 

He  will  teach  us  how, 
As  before  Him,  both  stand  living, 

To  God's  will  to  bow. 

So  I  render  out  the  silence 

Left  where  those  art  gone, 
Waiting  for  its  sometime  breaking, 

My  beloved  one. 

Sunday,  Sept.  5th,  1875. 


AS   GOOD    SOLDIERS. 

Out  with  the  King's  salvation, 

Singing  the  'listing  song, 
Pray  ye  to  turn  and  hearken 

Whilst  we  must  march  along. 

Up  for  the  old-time  battle 

New  hands  and  hearts  seek  we  ; 

Why  should  we  pass  through  aliens  ? 
Sin  is  the  pow'r  to  flee. 

Bear  we  the  gifts  of  Jesus, 
May  He,  our  suft'ring  Lord, 

Whom  rampant  sin  defieth, 
Therein  God's  grace  afford  : — ■ 
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Such  is  His  lovingkindness, 

His  is  a  brother's  call, 
Through  Him  'tis  God  the  Father 

Who  is  our  King  and  all. 

Dark  are  the  mists  sin-gathered  ; 

Yet  doth  His  heav'nly  care, 
Throned  mid  the  Holies — holy, 

Trace  out  the  lost  ones  there. 

And  we've  a  robe  of  honour, 
Aye,  for  sin's  ragged  slave, 

More  still,  the  sword-like  spirit, 
Told  with  the  pow'r  Christ  gave. 

For  we  are  of  His  army, 
And  we  would  draw  you  in  ; 

Pledged  for  Jerusalem  city, 
Free  from  the  yoke  of  sin. 

Thus  we  as  passing  soldiers 

Unto  each  one  appeal, 
Seeking  his  fealty  to  Christ, 

Oh,  may  the  Spirit  seal. 

Prove  we  ourselves  His  service, 
Brothers,  prove  this,  say  we, 

Come  help  us  in  the  righting, 
Join  us  all  sin  to  flee. 


FRAGMENT. 

On  an  old  hall  and  family  chapel. 

Doth  the  old  hall  with  its  legends 
Of  the  past,  its  pictures  bright, 

Wake  alone  to  antique  pageants 
Trance-like  touched  by  eyes  of  light  ? 

And  the  chapel  so  memorial 
Of  the  prized  of  other  days, 

Rise  no  life-held  themes  historial 
O'er  its  time-worn   marble  praise  ? 
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Fairy  charter  !  Sometime's  vessel 
Bearing  on  from  life's  hey  day, 

Here,  in  place  of  hope's  rehearsal, 
Saddest  foredreams  doth  essay. 

Coming  thoughts  of  many  a  dear  one 
Who  shall  rest  beneath  the  loam, 

And  be  numbered  with  the  by-gone 
Saints  of  well-remembered  home. 

But  no  fancy  can  portray  them ; 

Merciful,  the  future  keep, 
Light  we  want  not  to  display  them, 

That  before  ourselves  shall  sleep. 

Only  in  a  mystic  sadness 

Catch  we  this  prophetic  gleam, 

In  the  sunshine  of  our  gladness, 
Like  the  dewdrop  yet  unseen. 


"  O  come  let  us  sing  unto  the  Lord." — Psalm  xcv.  i. 

Holden  with  the  psalms  of  David, 

Singing  the  Israel  songs, 
And  with  our  hearts  turned  heavenward, 

Each  unto  God  belongs. 

But  "  ask  and  it  shall  be  given  you  "  ; 

So  we  repeat  the  strain 
Revised  for  ourselves — His  singer, 

Yes,  one,  and  all,  the  same. 

Welcome,  although  as  wanderers, 

Out  in  a  tuneless  sphere, 
And,  but  gathered  from  our  discords, 

We  rise  with  David's  fear. 

Breaking  forth  our  thoughts  earth-cultured, 

Wrestling  like  him  with  sin  ; 
The  last  come  psalmists  of  this  life, 

The  true  life  to  begin. 
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Trying  his  deep  repentant  calls, 

Those  first  steps  up  above, 
That  end  before  the  Saviour's  feet 

In  mercy,  truth,  and  love. 

Till,  and  as  from  the  Fatherland, 

One  and  one  more  forgiven, 
Returns  with  blessings  from  the  Lord, 

Yea,  full  of  light  from  heaven. 

So,  Lord,  inspire  our  hearts  to  seek 

What  each  one  may  afford, 
To  leave  the  record  of  his  strife  ; 

A  new  song  to  the  Lord. 

Oct.  7th,  1877. 


"  Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the  Lord." 

M.  E.  W.,  Died  Apr.  14TH,  1878 
(Palm  Sunday). 

Comfort  thou  my  little  children, 
Soothe  one  bruised  heart  yet  sore, 

So  interpret  Our  God's  parting 
That  it  may  be  never  more. 

Mine  is  now  that  midway — Stillness  : 
There  the  dead  and  living  speak, 

In  a  many-chambered   memory, 
That  the  loving  still  must  seek. 

Think  not  that  my  broken  earth  work 
Fits  not  in  the  Songs  of  Heaven, 

In  its  strains  of  untold  sweetness 
Lies  no  still  chord  torn  and  riven. 

Through  God's  mercy  each  is  holy, 

Holier  far  than  earthly  sigh, 
So,  with  new  heart,  I  still  seek  him, 

The  Humanity  on  high! 
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What  though  He  hath  drawn  me  nearer, 

Nearer  His  heavenly  breast, 
Shall  we  doubt  His  love,  the  greater, 

Just  because  I  needed  rest. 

I  am  told  off  "as  the  angels," 

Wife  and  mother  named  no  more, 

But,  in  Christ,  have  I  my  loved, 
And,  so  borne  up,  I  adore. 


PRINCESS   ALICE. 
Died  Dec.   14TH,  1878. 

Daughter  of  England,  how  we  mourn  for  thee, 
Thus  from  thine  home  life  called  so  strangely  soon, 

We  can  but  remembering  all  thou  wert, 

Weep  thy  lost  brightness,  at  its  promised  noon. 

Most  solemnly,  and  much  in  blindness  still, 

We  praise  God's  name,  and  trust  Him  that  hath  riven 

Thee  from  the  sweetest  of  all  ties  on  earth, 
For  the  untold  and  perfect  ones  of  heaven. 

Ah,  little  recked  we  that  thy  dear  child's  hand 
So  lately  clasped  on  this  life's  parting  shore, 

Thus  soon,  and  in  the  better  Fatherland, 
God  in  His  fitness  would  to  thee  restore. 

Or,  that  the  dear  word— mother  would  ere  long 
Rest  in  the  past  within  thy  palace  walls, 

A  wrought-out  memento  of  holy  life, 

But,  lost  in  the  ranks  amid  duty's  calls. 

Who  would  not  go  as  thou  hast  nobly  gone  ? 

Gone  with  God's  blessing — working  out  His  will, 
Home  troubles — unsought  perils,  called  thee  on, 

It  was  not  thine  to  "  suffer  and  be  still." 

Nor  weakly  turned  thou,  true  woman,  crowned 

With  brave-heart  purpose,  and  so  more  than  blest, 

Although,  from  thy  place  in  the  thickest  throng 
Thou  thus  departed,  and  dost  take  thy  rest. 
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Princess  and  Mother,  thine  were  dear  high  names, 
And  well,  in  thee,  the  world  hath  ever  seen 

The  blent  example  of  their  strengthful  grace, 

Thou  much  loved  daughter  of  our  honoured  Queen. 

And  in  the  past  we  give  thee,  Lady  dear, 
No  grave-place,  rather  a  flower-wreathed  urn, 

Daughter  and  sister,  and,  wife  and  mother, 

We  would  shrine  in  our  hearts  like  faith  to  learn. 


"  If  any  man  will  come  after  me,  let  him  deny  himself,  and  take  up  his 
cross,  and  follow  me." — Matt.  xvi.  24. 

"A  man  of  sorrows,  and  acquainted  with  grief." — Isa.  liii.  3. 

"Surely  He  hath  borne  our  griefs  and  carried  our  sorrows!  " — Isa.  liii.  4. 

Let  us  pass  along  our  earth  life 

As  where  Christ  hath  been, 
Living  out  our  Lord's  remembrance 

Through  each  trying  scene. 

For  we  may  not  count  our  own  life, 

Yielding  to  our  fears, 
If  we  seek  to  keep  our  mission 

For  His  endless  years. 

Christ's  great  love  did  know  no  turning, 

Shall  we  turn  aside 
Faithlessly  from  one  another  ? 

'Twas  not  so  He  died. 

Oh  that  we  our  dear  Lord  follow, 

Though  each  other's  pain, 
Thankful  if  thus  drawing  nearer 

Him  we  may  remain  : 

Binding  up  the  broken-hearted, 

Helping  on  the  slow, 
With  a  hopeful,  holy  courage, 

Just  His  love  to  show. 
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Or,  if  called  to  remember 

Him  through  trespass  sore, 
Holding  fortli  that  full  forgiveness 

Pledged  "  in  Christ  "  before. 

Till,  perchance,  our  "  cross "  of  crosses, 

As  this  body  fails ; 
Keeping  faith,  and  true  endurance, 

Which  He  still  entails. 

So  albloving — caring — bearing — 

Blest  beyond  record  ; 
By  His  grace,  we  go  recalling, 

Here,  once  dwelt  Our  Lord. 

Sunday,  Feb.  27TH,  1881. 


A  man's  heart  deviseth  his  way:  but  the  Lord  directeth  his  steps. "- 

Prov.  xvi.  9. 

Father,  in  Thy  mighty  care 
Still  for  me  my  way  prepare, 
Unto  perils  masked  and  sealed 
Like  may  I  be — unrevealed. 
Holding  courts  of  conscience  ere 
Moving  outward  with  a  prayer, 
That  the  right  in  me  prevail 
Though  in  much  I  seem  to  fail ; 
And  appear  to  other  eye 
Short  in  stature  still  to  sigh, 
As  though  for  some  step  or  stone 
Near  "  new  things  "  unreached  alone. 
Thou  canst  give  me  height  to  feel 
One  door  open  to  reveal 
That  Thou  dost  forever  hear 
All  who  truly  keep  their  fear, 
That  they  work  not  in  sin's  gloom 
Though  within  Thy  lowest  room. 
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In  the  bonded  house  of  life 
All  in  darkness  do  their  strife, 
But  low,  base — high  stories  show 
Spaces  where  Thy  light  should  flow. 
Only  like  a  misty  cloud 
Heats  of  sin  our  ways  enshroud, 
Pray  we  then  true  light  and  love, 
Come  Thine  angel  from  above  ; 
And  that  such  may  still  abide, 
Oh  may  Thou  our  weakness  guide, 
Till  from  mist  and  cloud  set  free, 
Raised  in  Christ  we  live  to  Thee. 


Sunday,  Oct.  2nd,  1881. 


THE    PEARL    OF    DAYS. 

What  shall  I  set  round  my  pearl  of  days 

Seeking  to  live  to  its  highest  praise  ? 

Oh  to  give  purity — gold  most  tried 

To  one  day — someday — six  days  divide. 

For  "  rest  that  remaineth,"  holy  Lord, 

Assay  me,  until  from  sin  restored, 

As  Thou  hast  promised  Thy  "  pure  in  heart," 

I  shall  "see  God,"  that  most  blessed  part 

Wherein  is  centred  the  light  and  love 

Of  Thy  glorious  Sabbath  up  above. 

How  can   I  fasten  my  pearl  of  days 
Seeking  to  work  for  its  highest  praise  ? 
Save  drawing  near  where  all  blessing  flows, 
And   1    who  ''hunger  and  thirst"  repose 
In  Thy  "righteousness,"  my  sins  forgiven, 
Each  seed-pearl  holding  most  shown  for  heaven, 
Whilst  stretching  the  garment  cast  o'er  me 
Towards  one  more  lost  one  in   love  for  Thee. 
Thus  : — his  joyful  tears  shall  bathe  Thy  feet 
In  the  Sabbath  at  Thy  Mercy  Seat. 
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Yes,  there  is  rest  in  my  pearl  of  days, 
A  true  rest  here,  is  its  highest  praise ; 
Then  "  Come  unto  me,"  the  Saviour  calls, — 
(Just  as  I  need  Him  the  hearing  falls), 
Though   I   once  laboured  so  hard  in   sin, 
To  me,  "  heavy  laden,"  His  words  begin  ; 
Free  from  six  days'  work,  my  seventh  care 
To  trust  to  Him  "all  things." — Thus  in  prayer 
I  rise  to  bless  Him,  'mid  seed-pearl  lays 
That  point  to  the  priceless  pearl  of  days 
Before  us,  and  at  His  golden  feet, 
The  eternal  Sabbath,  pure  and  meet. 

April  22nd,   1883. 
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